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THIS  SEPHER 

Is  written  by  Baptist  College  students,  faculty,  staff  It  is  the  dis- 
tillation of  their  moods,  memories,  dreams,  loves,  losses  and  long- 
ings...captured   in  poetic  imagery. 


COVER  ART 
Karen  Brandt 
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About  the 

According  to  the  Analytical  Concordance  to  the  Bible,  the  meaning 
of  "sefer"  or ' 'sepher"  is  derived  from  the  Hebrew,  meaning  "writing" 
or  "book". 
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SEPHER  77 


THEME:  Art  is  not  profaned  by  our  attempts,  does  not  because  of  them 
lose  touch  with  its  source.  Each  time  and  by  each  use  it  yields  us 
a  part  of  its  mysterious  inner  light. 


-Alexander  Solzhenitsyn 
(Nobel  Lecture) 


5 


Contents 


I've  sailed  without  wind 

The  Loneliness  of  High  Office 

There's  a  Frabic  of  One— ness 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 
David  Cuttino 


Amaryllis  (For  Steve) 
Sol  itude 

My  Father's  Hands 


Patty  S.  Harber 


My  Peace 
His  Therapy 


Cindy  Hartley 


Lei 

Yesterday 


Darla  Home 


Joy 
Soon 


Jan  Hunt 


Wow,  A  Friend  of  my  Own 
Old  Age 

And  They  Call  it —  Love 
Imagination 


Mary  Lou  Junkms 


6 


Bury  Me  in  Poets'  Row 

Youth 

Leaves 

Passion 

On  the  Death  of  Me 


Christine  Mem  1 1—  Smith 


moria 

landscape 

Sunday  morning 

A  friend  is  like  an  editor. 

(for  M.G.-  M.L.) 


Mary  C.  Moore 


Mountains 
Time 

Conversation 

Sunset 

Desert 

Thunderstorm  at  Night 


Joseph  Nolte 


Lost  Love 
Night  Prayers 


Chuck  Perkinson 


A  Face  that  Shows  no  Flaw 

Will  Someone  Take  Away  this  Turmoil 

For  Days  and  Days 


Jeannie  S.  Powers 


am 


M.  Paul  ine  Weaver 


7 


There's  a  fabric  of 
one— ness  by  God  from 
threads  of  tender 
Love  and  care 
Though  it  is  torn  when 
we  must  part, 
The  piece  we  each 
take  with  us  is  a 
benediction  to  our  Heart 
And  there's  joy  in  the 
knowledge  this  lovely 
fabric  will  quickly  mend, 
When  we  are  reunited — 
no  matter  when! 

David  Cuttino  1977 
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My  Father's  Hands 

My  father's  hands, 

just  the  right  size  to  hold 

mine  in  a  reassuring  grip. 
My  father's  hands, 

rough  and  scarred, 

out  of  character  for  a 

man  of  the  Word. 
My  father's  hands, 

eight  stubby  fingers  and 

two  thumbs  which  resemble  toes. 
Who  could  know  the  hands 

they  have  shaken  or 

the  things  they  have  done. 
My  father's  hands, 

can  hold  a  Bible  or 

give  life  to  a  piece  of  wood. 
The  tenderest  touch  I  know, 

comes  from 
My  father's  hands . 


Patty  Harber 
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LEAVES 


Leaves,  like  magic  carpets, 

circling  the  skies... 
Whirlwinds  of  colors, 

whispering  sighs... 
Weeping  branches, 

dry  your  eyes... 
For  magic  carpets 

never  die... 

Christine  Merri  1 1— Smith 
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Amary  I  lis 
(For  Steve) 

Two  lonely  people, 

We  dared  to  break  the  barriers 

And  allowed  our  souls  and  minds  to  touch. 

This  meeting  germinated  a  small  seed, 

Threatened  by  envy,   jealousy,  and  selfishness, 

it  survived  and 

Was  strengthened  by  the  tests  of  infatuations, 

it  survived  and 

false  hopes  and  separations. 

Watered  by  drops  of  prayer  and 

Warmed  by  the  sunshine  of  His  love, 

Our  tiny  seed  has  bloomed  into  a 

beautiful  and  perfect  flower. 

Patty  S.  Harber 
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Solitude 

Come  lie  next  to  me, 

And  join  in  my  silent  celebration 

of  the  solitude. 
Outside  the  wind  brushes  the  win- 
dow with  a  whisper, 
Causing  the  clouds  to  play 

peek— a— boo  with  the  moon 

and  the  stars, 
And  the  leaves  rustle  gently 

to  the  frozen  ground  in  the 

Shifting  moonlight. 
Our  fire  cracks  softly  as  the 

logs  are  bathed  by  wisps 

of  yel low  flame. 
The  quietness  calms  my  soul 

and  I  am  at  peace  with  the  world. 

Patty  Harber 
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I  am  I 
Birth 

not  one  but  two 

Life 

the  beginning  with  no  end 
Death 
none 

just  a  short  pass  to  infinity. 

M.  Pauline  Weaver 
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mona 


not  anyone 
could  have  born 
you 

but  i  bore 
you 

&  i  loved  you. 
but  anyone 
could  have  nursed 
you 

though  i 

nursed  you 

&  i  loved  you. 

&  again  anyone 

could  have  tucked  you  in 

so  they  tucked 

you 

in  &  loved  you. 
&  it  began  i  wasn't  there 
though  i  loved  you 
was  thinking  of  you. 
(not  anyone 

could  go  back  to  school 
working  too 
&  think  of  you) 


so  many  days 

the  faces 

distort  the  rjace 

once  only  mine 

in  your  eyes 

&  for  a  better  future 

someday  i 

force  on  you 

this  compromise. 

someday  you'  1 1 

have  some  nicer  things 

&  i'  II  work 

&  rational  ize 

no  other  chi Id 

could  bear  me 

but 

you  bear 
me 

&  i  love  you. 

Mary  C.  Moore 
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Landscape 

the  earth  was  the  tongue  of  the  dead, yellow  and 
swollen  like  the  palate  of  one  who  is  ill.   it  could 
no  longer  call  upon  its  voice  to  warn  those  people 
who,  with  faith,  approached  it-to  warn  those  people 
that  there  was  no  water  in  the  land. 

Mary  C.  Moore 


Sunday  morning 

the  rays  of  the  sun 

splash  through  my  window  pane 

just  as  the  sea 

slaps  its  waves  against  giant  boulders 
leaving  droplets  of  sunlight 
trickling  down  my  face. 

got  to  get  up. 

no,  don't  want  to. 

Mary  C.  Moore 
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(For  M.  G.  &  M.  L.) 

A  friend  is  like  an  editor 

A  friend  is  like  an  editor, 
a  person  able  to 
extract  the  very  best  of  one's 
abilities  &  willing  to 
delete  the  mere  mundane. 

A  friend  is  like  an  editor, 
a  person  able  to  provide 
the  proper  punctuation 
to  spectacular  occasions 

A  friend  is  like  an  editor, 
a  person  able  to 
insert  a  smooth  transition 
between  the  paragraphs 
of  everyday  I ife. 

Mary  C.  Moore 
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AND  THEY  CALL  IT  LOVE 


Love  -  the  cure  to  all  that  stings. 

It  swells  within  the  human  heart  and  flits  its  golden  wings. 

Eyes  take  on  an  eerie  glow  -  emotions  rage  within. 

Hands  reach  out  and  catch  a  soul  to  mold  into  a  friend. 

Because  of  love,  the  heart  is  healed  of  wounds  that  life  has  made. 

A  bandage  for  the  lonely  one  who's  known  that  silver  blade. 

To  give  oneself  is  quite  a  task, 

to  share  is  to  become. 
Love  is  golden  memories  that  catches  only  some. 
The  flaws  that  time  has  given  one  are  changed  because  of  love. 
A  crazy  emotion  fills  the  earth  and  gifts  the  sky  above. 
Can  you  take  a  tiny  part  of  what  you've  come  to  be 

and  try,   oh  won't  you  please,  dear  friend, 

to  find  some  love  for  me? 

Mary  Lou  Junkins 
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His  Therapy 

We  search  aimlessly  for  direction  and  peace  of  mind, 
stumbling  and  falling  into  Satan's  trap  of  self-reliance. 
We  soon  become  hardened  to  His  perfect  love, 
as  we  go  about  doing  our  own  thing. 
We  must  humble  ourselves  to  Jesus'  love  and  grace. 
We  must  be  totally  obedient  to  Him. 
We  can  have  our  life  changed  by  believing  in  Him — 
We  will  have  perfect  peace  with  our  minds  stayed  on  Him. 
Cindy  Hartley 
Agape 
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Joy... 

Joy... 
Live.. 
Exciting... 

Contentment... yet  sometimes 
Sad...  but  always  loving  . 
Thank  You. 


Soon 

I'm  so  excited. 

I  can't  wait  to  tell  them. 

Let's  tell  them  this  week. 

I  want  to  share  the  love  we 

have  for  each  other. 

The  perfect  time 

When  wil  I  it  be? 

God...  show  us 

Help  us  know* 

I'm  kinda  scared. 

What  will  they  say? 

How  can  we  explain  our  feelings? 

Just  say  we  love  each  other. 

The  perfect  time... 

What  wi II  they  say? 

God  knows. 

Will  they  smile? 

I'll  be  so  nervous 

I'm  happy  though. 

Let's  tell  them  now. 

Show  God's  Plan  for  our  life. 

The  perfect  time 

It's  here  now. 

God  is  right. 

They  want  the  best  for  us. 

Jan  Hunt 
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A  face  that  shows  no  flaw, 

A  mouth,  creased  into  a  forced  smile. 

A  voice  that  sings,  but  if  listened 

to  closely  enough 

conveys  a  strain. 

No  one  but  she 

can  see 

What  mirror  hides. 

The  laughter  sounds  gay 

The  expressions  appear  nonchalant, 

flippant,  carefree, 

The  road  she  paves  seems  smooth— enough  to  draw  envy 
Yet  only  she 
can  see 

What  the  mirror  hides. 

The  figure  holds  itself  with 

fragile  dignity  and  pride 

Self— assuredness  is  instantly  implied, 

Yet  only  she 

can  see 

What  the  mirror  hides 
from  the  gaze  of  those 
who  look  on. 

Jeannine  J.  Powers 
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Will  someone  take  away 
this  turmoil  that  is  inside 
of  me 

Will  someone  come  and 
replace  it? 

Dreams  that  seem  real 
Hopes  that  seem  to  be  fulfilled 
Wishes  that  have  almost  come  true 
suddenly  uprooted,  incomplete, 
tearing  you  through  and  through. 

I  thought  it  was  definite 
It  seemed  so  right. 
Now,  all  of  a  sudden 
Nothing  is  sure  or  complete. 

I  guess  you  can't  depend 
on  anything 

in  a  world  such  as  ours 
except  from  the  Maker 
who  plans  out  each  hour. 

So  it  is  to  him  that  we  look 
even  then  it  is  sometimes  unsure 
But  we  know  that  for  each  hour  of  bad 
there  also 

is  a  lifetime  of  good. 

Jeannine  J.  Powers 
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For  days  and  days 
my  mind  wanders 
here,  there,  and 

everywhere. 

Ti  I  one  day 
sun  shines  through; 
the  sun's  rays  are  warm 
and  peace  is  mine. 

One  burden  of  my  soul  released 
my  heart  has  never  felt  such  peace 

Love's  rays  shine 
along  with  the  sun 

I'm  new  again, 

And  we  are  one. 

Jeannine  Powers 
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I've  sailed  without  wind 
to  where  the  ground 
is  in  the  sky: 

Seen  trees,  leafless, 

alive  with  a  cloak  of  fungus; 
Boulders  and  whole  mountains 

spotted  with  algae; 
Seen  glimpses  of  distant  moun- 
tains 

through  a  fog,  called  clouds; 
and  gray— green  trees  that  floated. 

I  have  breathed  of  air 

singing  with  the  voices  of  nature 
And  tasted  of  crystal  water 

as  it  fell  from  the  mountain. 

I  have  touched  the  hand  of  God, 
and  He  gave  me  new  eyes 
to  see  the  wonders 
I  used  to  walk  on. 

Lawrence  M.  Beck 
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THE  LONELINESS  OF  HIGH  OFFICE 


Sometimes  I  see  you  between  engagements: 
me  with  a  question, 
you  without  time. 

I  imagine  being  so  busy 

that  only  the  pushy 

can  share  your  time, 
(and  knowing  that  the  pushy 
are  never  the  best  company.) 

"I  know  you  must  want  more. 
I  know  you  must  ache  for  sensible  conversation." 

I  imagine  the  helplessness 

of  being  slave  to  time. 

of  involuntarily  ignoring 

a  sensitive  young  man, 

too  sensitive  to  be  pushy 
and  I  wonder  at  your  emptiness 
as  you  glance  over  your  shoulder  at  him 
and  wonder  what  question  he  had? 

Lawrence  M.  Beck 
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My  Peace 
John  16:33 

My  peace  I  give  unto  you— that  your  joy  may  be  full 
in  Christ  Jesus  our  lord. 

My  peace  I  give  unto  you  that  ye  grow  in  grace 

for  My  ways  are  higher  than  yours. 

My  peace  I  give  unto  you  as  a  witness  to  others, 

that  this  peace  may  be  a  glory  unto  Me. 

My  peace  I  send  with  you — wherever  you  go, 

go  with  the  blessed  peace  of  Jesus. 

My  peace  is  a  gift  to  all  who  believe  on  Me, 

and  will  stand  up  for  Me  at  ANY  cost. 

Cindy  Hartley 
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BURY  ME  IN  POETS'  ROW 


Bury  me  in  poets'  row, 
where  creative  thoughts  ride 
the  hills  and  val leys  far 
below. 

Bury  me  in  poets'  row, 
where  pain  is  an  emotion 
journalists  couldn't 
know. 

Bury  me  in  poets 'row, 
where  tender  dreams 
sway  to  and 
fro. 

Bury  me  in  poets'  row, 
where  I'll  ride  the 
hills  and  valleys  far 
below. 

Christine  Merrill-Sm 
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YOUTH 


Outdated  songs, 
and  valentines. 
Hazy  memories 
beckon  her  mind. 
Too  much  wine, 
and  song  and  dance... 
Autumn  came  fast, 
she  lost  her  chance... 


Christine  Merrill-Smith 
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PASSION 


Intense  desire 
eyes  on  fire 
Truth  unseen 
motives  are  keen 
Words  are  few 
love  is  new. 


Christine  Merri  1 1— Smith 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ME 


Don't  lower  me 
into  darkness. 

No  soiled  wal Is 
full  of  emptiness. 

Scatter  me 

where  the  gardens  grow. 

For  I  was  his  flower 
He  called  me  Rose  


Christine  Merrill-Smith 
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MOUNTAINS 


How  striking  are  the  mountains, 
Rising  high  and  finally 
Plunging  their  peaks  into  hazy  clouds. 
Sprawling  aimlessly  and  wide, 
They  curve,  and  bend,  and  slope 
In  jig-saw  patterns 
Of  careless  harmony 
And  strange  perfection. 

Joseph  Nolte 


TIME 

Time  is  calculated,  measured, 
Studied,  pondered  over,  planned, 
Dissected  like  a  laboratory  pig 
Into  fine,  particular  parts; 
Extended,  spread,  and  stretched 
So  that  we  at  last  can  cram 
Our  plans  into  a  day,  a  week,  a  year. 
We  die  in  exasperation  and  exhaustion. 
And  Time,  that  we  had  mutilated  so, 
Decays  our  bones  and  flesh 
In  an  unhurried  manner 
That  we  had  never  learned. 

Joseph  Nolte 
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CONVERSATION 


"Git  busy,  fix  de  roof.   It  leaks. 
Or  go  outside,  help  Ben  to  plough." 
"De  roof  done  leak  for  twenty  years. 
I  ain't  see  a  cause  to  fix  it  now, 
And  I  too  old  to  work  de  fie  Ids — 
Dat  Ben,  he  seem  to  do  it  right. 
Besides,   I  got  to  wash  and  dress; 
Us  deacons  got  to  meet  tonight." 
"Well,  pump  some  water  for  me  then; 
I  got  to  cook  dis  cabbage  here— 
You  better  take  your  boots  to  church; 
De  clouds  is  gettin'  dark,  I  fear." 
"I  saw  old  Tom  dis  mornin'  while 
I  was  relaxin'  by  de  lake. 
He  told  me  Essie's  sick  again, 
And  Nellie  ran  away  with  Jake. 
And  William's  mother  got  some  friends 
To  all  go  out  and  raise  de  bail. 
I  bet  de'll  be  some  hollerin' 
When  Hank  is  freed  from  County  Jail." 
"Ohjhush  your  gossip,  call  de  kids- 
Well,  Nell  and  Jake  done  gone  too  far— 
You  come  straight  home  tonight,  you  hear, 
And  don't  you  stop  at  Andy's  bar." 

Joseph  C.  Nolte 
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SUNSET 

When  brilliant  red  is  splashed  across 
The  sky  at  God's  great  will 

For  just  a  moment  all  is  caught 
In  reverential  chi  1 1 . 


Joseph  Nolte 


DESERT 

The  winds  long  whistle  eerily 
Stir  up  and  whirl  the  sands, 

As  tumbleweeds  bounce  aimlessly 
Along  the  cacti  lands. 

I  listen  to  the  howling  winds 

That  funnel,  sweep,  and  spread. 

They  echo  lonliness,   lost  hope 
in  lands  dried  up,  half  dead. 

Joseph  Nolte 
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THUNDERSTORM  AT  NIGHT 


In  an  unexpected  clap  of  thunder 
Sudden  lightning  runs  zig-zag  across  the  sky, 
Making  everything  visible  for  a  moment. 
A  gush  of  wind  sweeps  through  the  fields, 
Whirling  dust  down  the  roads 
And  bending  tall  and  lean  trees. 
Rain  begins  to  pelt  the  roofs 
Of  houses,  forming  rushing  rivulets 
Through  the  grass  and  sod. 
A  few  branches  rip  from  trees, 
and  the  wind  blows  open  a  loose  barn  door. 
Then,   in  pecular  manner,  all 
In  the  blinking  of  an  eye  is  hushed  and  still- 
Left  cleaner,  fresher,  quieter  than  before. 

Joseph  C.  Nolte 
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Wow,  a  friend  of  my  own;  what  luck  I  must  have 
Her  smile  is  so  soothing  like  the  coolest  of  salve. 
Her  eyes  twinkle  brightly  —  a  joke  hides  within. 
She  seems  to  be  saying,  "Will  you  be  my  friend?" 
I  tell  her  my  dreams,  my  doubts  and  my  fears. 
Upon  her  warm  shoulder,   I  shed  all  my  tears. 
The  people  walk  by  and  glance  with  disgust. 
To  them  I  am  nothing— a  speck  of  fine  dust. 
I  exist  for  a  purpose;  yet  I'm  not  alive. 
I  turn  to  my  friend,  in  her  life  to  dive. 
My  eyes  become  blurred,  for  now  I  can  see. 
My  friend's  just  an  ad  on  a  billboarded  street. 

 Mary  Lou  Junkins, 8/10/76 
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OLD  AGE 


I  am  so  old, 

not  young  at  all. 
I  live  each  day 

expecting  to  fal I . 
Others  play  games 

I  long  ago  quit. 
Youth  is  a  shoe 

which  I  never  fit. 
Freedom  to  laugh 

has  never  been  mine. 
What?  Do  I  love? 

I  haven't  the  time. 
My  glass-molded  eyes 

are  splattered  and  dul  I . 
Past-times  surround  me; 

of  memories  I'm  full. 
When  I  cry  for  help 

no  one  appears. 
Because  I'm  mature, 

i  shed  plastic  tears. 

Mary  Lou  Junkins 
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Imagination 

Imagination  plays  a  part  in  all 
the  things  I  do. 

Why,   look  up  at  the  sky — you'll 

see  it's  red  and  white  and  blue. 

Ballerinas  dance  across  the  blackest 
street  in  town. 

Nothing  is  impossible.  My  mind  won't 
let  me  down. 

I  never  chance  to  go  alone: 

my  friends  I  create,  too. 

There's  Jake  and  Tom,  Ben  and  Bob, 

and  even  Cindy  Sue. 

My  wildest  trips  are  to  the  moon 

where  creatures  greet  my  smile. 

I  catch  a  sunbeam  in  my  hand 

and  chase  a  star  awhile. 

Imagination  plays  a  part.   I  say  it 

once  again. 

Without  it  I  could  never  go  the  places 
that  I've  been. 

But  on  I  go  to  fame  and  love, 
an  elf  on  every  side. 
I  grab  a  schooner  passing  by 
and  ride  life's  purple  tide. 

Mary  Lou  Junkins 
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-  Lei 


Said,  "Girl,  I'd  never  miss  you." 

Said,  "Be  glad  when  I  am  gone!" 

Knew  I  had  all  the  answers, 
Know  now  that  I  was  wrong... 

Miss  your  joys  and  your  anger, 

Beat  my  head  against  the  wall. 

Know  I  love  you  very  dearly, 

You're  my  best  friend  of  all  ! 

Every  night  I'm  sad  and  lonely 

and  I  wish  on  every  star, 

Pray  to  God,  "Please  bless  and  keep  us 

Whether  near  or  whether  far..." 

Said  I'd  never  ever  miss  you 

Said  "Be  glad  when  I  am  gone!" 

Knew  I  had  all  the  answers 
Know  now  that  I  was  wrong 
Miss  your  joys  and  your  anger 
Beat  my  head  against  the  wall. 
Know  I  love  you  very  dearly, 
You're  my  best  friend  of  all! 

Darla  Home 
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Yesterday 

i  know  the  sound 
solitudes'  call 
of  fading  echos 

as  they  bounce  from  wall  to  wall... 
the  pale  memories  that  seem  so  far 
away 

memories  that  became  memories  only 
yesterday... 

.  .  .the  plans  for  the  future  that  were  so  very  near... 

i  ran  with  the  wind  and  left 

sorrows  far  behind! 

but  yesterday  was  today  and 
today  moves  on... 

and  life  itself  keeps  going  strong! 

 pale  memories  that  seem  so  far  away... 

 those  memories  became  memories  only 

yesterday. 

darla  home 
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Lost  Love 

Staring  into  his  private  world, 

he  sits  at  the  bar,  sipping 

beer  and  chain  smoking  cigarettes. 

Once  his  eyes  shone  with  the 

happiness  of  love,  and  his  radiant 

smile  spread  his  youthfulness  to  everyone. 

But  he's  grown  old,  his  face 

stubblejd  with  a  dark  beard,  his 

wrinkled  cheeks  a  faded  memory  of  his  smile. 

His  only  spoken  words  are  of  her,  and 

we  listen  and  smile  at  his  fond  memories. 

But  in  his  silence  we  all  hear  his  weeping  heart. 
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Night  Prayers 

When  I  was  an  innocent 
Child,   I  prayed  to  God  and 
asked  Him  to  bless  my  family. 
I  awoke  to  find  my  Daddy  dead. 

I  prayed  to  the  Savior  for 
happiness  in  my  naive  teens. 
The  next  day  I  had  to  leave 
my  joyful  mountain  home. 

In  my  maturing  twenties,  I 
found  a  woman's  love,  and  I 
thanked  my  Lord  for  answering  my 
prayers.   In  the  morning  I  lay  alone. 

Now  I'm  uncertain  of  God,  but 
I  still  pray  out  of  Christian  hope. 
However,   I  know  I'll  awake  in 
painful  life  instead  of  peaceful  death. 


Chuck  Perkinson 
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